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Thursday. Two in the morning. 


Its warm out, bordering on muggy, and the traffic is sluggish along the main strip. Jason's content sitting on 
one of the stone benches lined up along the street, positioned under the yellow halo of the corner street light 
as he watches the cars cruise past. 

He's been out for a couple hours already with nothing to show, and he's just starting to wonder whether 
tonight's going to be a bust when a flicker of orange catches his eye: a turn signal on the slick black car 


across the intersection, waiting at the red light instead of turning the corner. 


The light turns green. Jason watches as the car cruises through, slowing down in front of him, then continues 


a short ways down the block before pulling over. 
He stands up and follows. 


The passenger side window rolls down halfway as he approaches. He has to bend down a little to peer inside, 
lips curling into an affable kind of smile. "Hey, there.” 


The vehicle's interior is too dark for Jason to make out anything more than the silhouette of a side profile 
against the far window, but it's enough to see who's driving - short-cropped hair, a moustache, the familiar 
glint of a silver pendant at the driver's throat. 

"Three hundred bucks," James says, "anything | want. You in?" 

Jason pauses, cocks his head. He casts a quick glance around before leaning in further, squinting back at James. 
"Let's see it." James’ rings glint as his hand drops to his pocket. He holds up a thin stack of bills, folded in half 
and held with a black binder clip. Jason eyes the cash for a second, assessing, then shrugs. "Alright. Condom 
stays on, though." 


James presses a button and the door unlocks with an audible thunk Jason reaches for the handle. 


"Nice car," he says as he climbs in, plucking the money from James’ grasp and sliding it into his own pants 


pocket. 


Some guys show up in fancy cars just to hear him say that - trying to show off, trying to impress, trying to 
play the part - but not James. James doesn't even respond. 


"Chevelle, right?" Jason prods. 
James inclines his head in a slight nod. "Right" 
"She's been fixed up real nice, looks like." 


"Engine, suspension, transmission. Some superficial stuff" 


"Shiiiit," Jason drawls with a grin. He gives a cheesy little whistle and strokes one palm over the door, admiring 
the smooth leather beneath his palm. He's not much of a car guy these days, but he went through a phase 


once upon a time, like any self-respecting rural boy would. 


It could be a rental, but Jason doesn't think it is. He studies the way James glances in the rearview mirror 
before pulling away from the curb, clearly accustomed to the vehicle, the weight of the pedal. James shows 
up in a different car every time - a souped-up Chevy pickup, a 60's Lincoln Continental, a brand new fucking 
Ferrari - but somehow, Jason doesn't doubt that they're all his. 


That raises a couple questions, sure, but Jason doesn't get paid to be nosy. He makes good money by doing 
exactly the opposite. Hell, he's not even sure James is his real name; all he really does know about the guy is 


that he drives nice cars, pays extraordinarily well, and doesn't like a whole ton of chit-chat. 


He's the kind of guy who likes to make it hurt, but he'll also throw in an extra hundred bucks to watch Jason 
jerk himself off at the end. He's also got a bit of a routine - cruise back through the city, hit a turnoff onto 
some highway or backroad, drive thirty minutes or an hour outside of town, pull off somewhere dark, and rail 


Jason hard in the backseat. Like clockwork, almost. 


Sometimes, James will keep the motor running. Sometimes, he'll bend Jason over the hood. Last time, he paid 


Jason twenty bucks extra to lick his own jizz off the paint. 
"Where are we going?" Jason asks once they hit the far side of town, looking for something to fill the silence. 
James grunts, but doesn't answer. Jason didn't really expect him to. 


He's not too concerned where they'll end up. If James were going to kill him, Jason thinks he would have done it 
the first time, or maybe the second; not three months in, after he'd probably already been seen picking Jason 
up at the same spot half a dozen times. Too risky. James’ intentions aren't pure, nor are they legal, but Jason 
doesn't think he's the type to risk going to prison for butchering a male prostitute on a dirt backroad in the 
middle of nowhere. 


Its a shallow comfort, but a comfort nonetheless. 


They turn out onto the highway. James takes the ramp and hits the gas, merging over into the fast lane with 
ease. It's pitch-black outside, the road mostly deserted save for a few tail lights glowing red in the distance up 
ahead. Jason casts a glance over to the driver's seat, watching as James drops his right hand from the wheel, 
resting it lazily on the gear shift instead. The passing streetlights makes his features look more severe; they 
throw his pockmarked cheeks and cauliflower ear into sharp relief, shadows settling into the emerging crow's 


feet beginning to branch out from the corners of his eyes. 


Jason likes those crow's feet. They tell him that in another life - a life that does not overlap with his own - 
James might be a man who smiles a lot. Maybe he has kids he likes to smile at, or a wife. Maybe a boyfriend. 
Maybe a dog. 


Maybe he doesn't. 


Maybe all he has is a garage full of expensive cars, a closet full of steel-toed boots, and a hunger, an urge, 


gnawing in his stomach, making him go out late on a Thursday night to look for someone like Jason 


They ride twenty more minutes in silence, Jason watching streetlights and lane markings dart past the 
passenger window. He's always liked riding in cars; he likes the rhythm of it, the speed, the quiet hum of tires 
on the road. As high as his guard is whenever he's with a client, he still finds himself starting to zone out a 
little as he watches the road rush towards them. His head snaps up sharply when James finally breaks the 


silence. 
"Pants off" 


Jason licks his lips, drawing a short inhale. He fumbles a little in his haste to undo the seatbelt. The metallic 
clinkseems loud in the protected bubble of the car, almost obtrusive. He pries his pants open and hooks his 
thumbs into the waistband of his tight jeans, wiggling his hips to get them down to his ankles. His cheeks burn 
as he belatedly hunches down to slip off his ratty sneakers, then tugs the pants off the rest of the way, 


leaving them in a crumpled heap in the footwell. 
"Shirt, too." 


Wordlessly, Jason obeys. His mesh tank top falls to the floor mat alongside the rest. He sits there for a few 
seconds, fidgeting, stark naked in the passenger seat as he waits for James to tell him what to do. 


"Kneel on the seat, ass towards me. Hands on the dash." 

Feeling clumsy, Jason obeys. He tucks his shins up underneath him and leans forward, arms reaching out for 
the dashboard, fingers splaying wide. The position puts an uncomfortable arch in his back. He has to shift his 
weight and scoot sideways a little to angle himself properly, until he's almost diagonal on the smooth leather 
seat, facing away from James. He bows his head and lets his hair hang down, trying to anticipate a pinch, a 


smack, something, but James doesn't touch him. 


The vibrations of the Chevelle hitch, revving up. Jason peeks at the dash and watches the speedometer creep 
up to 15, 80. 


85. 
90. 


Fuck. If they get pulled over, Jason'll be the one paying the price. 


The minutes tick by. Jason keeps his mouth shut, even against the anxious thump of his heart, the newfound 
dryness of his mouth. His wiry arms are still fully outstretched, starting to tremble from the strain of 
holding himself up against the dash. He shifts in discomfort, rocking his hips a little. 


They have to have been driving for close to forty minutes by now. Maybe an hour. Jason can see the thick 
bulge in James’ pants, even in the dark - hard from anticipation or adrenaline, he's not sure. It makes him 


nervous. 
"You wanna find somewhere to pull over?" he suggests quietly, carefully. 


James doesn't reply. He adjusts his grip on the wheel and lets go with his right hand, smoothing his palm over 
the curve of Jason's ass, fingers dipping down, skimming between his cheeks. Jason draws a sharp, quiet breath 


as James pushes into his asshole. 
The speedometer jumps again. 

9. 

100. 


Its too fast, too fucking fast. Jason can clearly envision the crash: the Chevelle's right front wheel skidding on 
something, ever so slightly, making them spin out, sending him soaring through the windshield with a faceful of 
blood and splintered glass. The car would roll, maybe, or at least flip, at least land sideways and skid into the 
guardrail, shedding sparks and twisted metal and acrid smoke. Neither of them would make it out alive. 


He licks his lips, heart pounding. He's half-hard, somehow, but not quite registering it beneath the fear and 
discomfort. Despite his own prep and lube, it's still too dry when James’ wrist starts to thrust, still riding on 
the edge of pain, still making him bite his lip and huff out a breathy gasp to cover his whimper. 


They overtake a car in the right lane. Jason watches it whizz past. He hopes the car's interior is dark enough 


to hide him - kneeling and naked, shamefully erect, fingers up his ass - but he doesn't think it is. 
He doesn't think it is. 


Jason stares at his own translucent reflection in the window, studying the faint, ghostly curve of his own chin, 


and feels himself detach. 


About a month ago, he took a night off, leaving Kirk standing on his usual corner. Kirk ended up staying out a 
little later than usual - only by half an hour, but still long enough to put Jason on edge. When he finally got 
home, their rent was paid for the rest of the month, but Kirk was visibly rattled; his smile was nervous, not 
meeting Jason's eyes, and his hands trembled to crack open a beer from their shitty fridge. He said he didn't 
want to talk about what happened. Whatever it was, it had him badly shaken up. 


Jason wonders, now, if it had been James. 
He wonders what's going to happen to him. 
"Are you scared?" 


James’ voice floats through the darkness, unnaturally loud in the enclosed space. It pulls Jason back into the 
present, into the burn of his arms, the ache of his knees. The tone isn't menacing, isn't teasing; just asking. 


Making conversation 


Jason swallows hard, bobs his head in a nod. He doesn't trust himself to speak, not with James’ fingers pushing 
in and out like that, dragging against his insides, easing a soft groan from his throat. 


Behind him, James chuckles softly. He curls his fingers just right and fucking fugs, makes Jason's mouth drop 
open and his stomach clench hard, thighs twitching, a breathless wheeze of choked out unbidden 


Then the fingers are gone, slipping out. Too fast. It doesn't feel good. 
"Turn around," James says. "| wanna use your mouth." 


Jason's sweaty palms slip from the dash. He sits back on his haunches and drags his legs out from beneath 
himself, left hand planted on the seat for support as he lowers himself, draping his upper body across the 
middle of the car, mindful of the gearshift nosing up against his ribs. His arms burn as he fumbles for James’ 
fly. The car is still going a hundred miles an hour and Jason's hands are shaking badly as he pries James’ flies 
open and pulls out his dick, praying to every fucking higher power he's ever heard of that James won't hit a 
deer and kill them both - his own head so easily crushed by the wheel, neck snapped by the airbag, his naked 


corpse discovered twisted and torn beyond recognition the next morning. 


He's still thinking about it when he lowers his head and laves his tongue around the head of James’ cock, thick 
in his grasp. Jason purses his lips and opens wide, sliding down, feeling James' exhale as his thighs tense and 
spread a little further in response. "Good boy." 


Flayed muscle, a shattered skull. 
Yes, Jason's a good boy. He's going to be anything James wants him to be. 


It doesn't take long for him to start drooling, soaking his knuckles with that thick, back-of-the-throat kind of 
saliva. The sideways angle is awkward and it makes him gag a little as he tries to get all the way down, 
unoccupied hand gripping tight at James' hip to hold himself in place while he simultaneously tries to find 
purchase with one bare foot on the passenger side floor. Contrary to what stereotypes might dictate, James 
definitely isn't using the nice cars as compensation for dick size - his is a little longer than average, and thick, 


too thick, to the point of putting Jason's jaw and lung capacity to the test. 


His throat contracts hard around James’ cock and he pulls up to breathe, pursing his lips, smearing saliva 


around the crown and stroking with the other hand. The sound of it is downright filthy. 


One of James’ big hands drifts down from the wheel, coming to rest none too gently on the back of his head. 
Jason gets the hint. He barely has time to take another breath before he's being shoved back down, too fast, 
choking hard when James’ dick hits the back of his throat; his hand clenches harder at James’ hip, stomach 
heaving. His feet kick uselessly in protest. He squeezes his eyes shut hard against the reflexive swell of tears 
and focuses on holding his breath. 


"Shif" he hears James groan. The word comes out low and drawn out - a filthy, guttural drawl. James' hand 


slides lower, until he's cupping the back of Jason's neck where his skull meets his spine. He pushes his hand 


into Jason's hair and tightens his fist. Pitifully, Jason tries to swallow. "Choke on it, just like that. Fuck" 
Still, the car doesn't slow. 


By the two-minute mark, Jason's already crying like a motherfucker. James is barely letting him breathe. He's 
gasping every time he's let up, a strange whooping sound emerging from his lungs in his haste to inhale before 
he's pushed back down, snot dripping from his nose and mixing with the drool, seeping into the denim of James’ 
lap. He can't tell if James is close to finishing or not; its all started to go fuzzy, reduced entirely to seconds 
spent breathing versus not. It occurs to him that this must be like a sick game, for James - to push and pull, 
to play god hurtling a hundred miles an hour down a dark highway, to see how far he can take it before the 
terror really sets in and Jason tries to put up a fight. 


In the end, it takes until Jason's vision starts to grey out around the edges for James to finally relent. He pulls 
Jason back up by the hair and lets go, right hand landing back on the wheel. A heartbeat later the car slows 
abruptly and Jason's stomach jolts with fear, one arm flying out to brace himself against the console. The turn 
signal flicks on, flashing orange. They glide sharply to the right. Jason whimpers aloud when he feels the 
Chevy's tires hit gravel, the whole vehicle tilting sideways, his bare feet scrabbling to keep him from sliding 
off the seat. 


There's a long, terrifying slide, and then the car comes to a complete stop. James puts it into park. 


"Out," he says, tucking himself back into his pants. For a moment Jason just stares up at him, shellshocked. 


"C'mon, out" 


Heart in his throat, Jason does. He lifts himself from James’ lap and back into the passenger seat, trembling all 
over. He makes a harried grab for the door handle and tries to push it open, but it's locked and his hands are 
shaking too badly, he pulls the latch and tries to push again, again, willing the door to swing open, come on, 


come on- 


"Hey. Hey, stop freakin’ out” James leans in, reaching across the passenger side to tug on the little nub beside 
the window. The door clicks as it unlocks. "See? There you go." 


Jason tugs the latch again and rams one shoulder up against the door. IT swings open far more easily than 
expected, and he has to catch himself before he tumbles out onto the gravel. 


"Shit," James laughs as Jason stumbles out of the car, "I got your little heart thumpin’ pretty hard, didn't |?" 


Jason's too slack-jawed to answer. The gravel bites into his bare feet the second he steps outside, clutching at 
the frame of the car for support. His knees are shaking hard. He doesn't even register James getting out of 
the driver's side and rounding the car until he feels two big hands cupping his spit-slick chin, tilting his face 
up, hears him say, "Hey. Hey. You're fine, okay? You're alive." 


Dumbly, Jason nods. At this point, he'd probably agree to anything James said. 


James scans his face for a long moment. His expression looks much darker in the dim light from the road; 
dangerous, nearing predatory. He's not a physically unattractive man, but looking up into those eyes, Jason 


knows exactly why he has to pay for sex. The thought makes his breathing go shallow. 
"Backseat," James finally releases him, "I'll finish quick" 


He takes a lazy half-step back and swings the rear door open, reaching out to guide Jason inside with one hand 
on the small of his back - a light touch, a twisted mockery of chivalry. Jason's calves hit the running board 


and he trips, pitches forward, clambers up onto the backseat on his knees. 
"Right there, that's far enough." 


Jason freezes in place - hands and knees, ass out, cock dangling between his thighs - as two hands close 
around his waist and drag him back a few inches. He has to swallow down his panic when he feels James come 
up behind him, still hard when he rocks forward against Jason's ass. Jason always carries travel sachets of 


lube with him on the job, but he knows better than to offer; James doesn't want them. Never does. 


He gets off on it, Jason knows. The fear, the control. The weakness. Jason knows the type. It doesn't make it 
any easier knowing what's coming next. He listens, still shivering, as James unzips, unwraps a condom, and gives 


himself a few strokes. Those heavy boots crunch on the gravel as he shifts into position 


The breach makes Jason cry out. It's a loud sound, a pained, hoarse sort of groan that sounds foreign to his 
own ears, but James doesn't seem to care. He doesn't stop. He doesn't tell Jason to be quiet, either - just 
keeps pushing forward in one long, slow slide, too slow, on and on like itll never fucking end, burning hot and 


heavy the whole way. Jason's knuckles go white, fingers clenched stiff. 


He flinches hard when James bottoms out and gives a short, experimental thrust, his mouth forming a 
surprised little 0, brows pulling down in discomfort. His thighs quiver against the sting. The urge bubbles up to 
run, to fight, to escape, to- 


"Dirty little bitch," James mutters. He grinds forward again, denim and zipper teeth scraping against Jason's 
bare ass, then pulls back enough to slam home for real. The air whooshes out of Jason's lungs. He screams; he 
can't help it; his fingers scrabble for purchase on the smooth leather seats and his left hand finds one of the 
seat belt buckles, gripping it tight as James hikes one steel-toe boot up onto the running board for leverage 
and starts fucking into him, hard and fast. 


It's mean. Cruel. Jason's burning up, feet kicking, denim chafing his ass raw, and fuck if he can't stop the 
strangled shriek that comes crawling up his throat when James grabs him none-too-gently by the hips. His 
right knee slips off the seat as he's yanked backwards, legs splaying gracelessly wide, his body suddenly pitched 
low enough that his cockhead drags against the leather. His voice cracks and breaks, falling off into a soundless 


gasp. 


He feels- fuck, he feels stoned The leftover terror is still coursing through his blood, mixing with the sick- 
backwards pleasure of it, that reflexive, animal part of his body that still makes his breathing pick up and his 
cock start to swell. James feels foreign inside, too big, shoving uncomfortably at something in his guts. It 
hurts. It feels like his insides are being tugged with the see-saw motion, in and out, raw and brutal and way 
too fucking dry. He hears James growl fuuuck and then you're mine, youre fuckin! mine and then something else, 


and then he just shuts his eyes tight and rides the pain, lets it happen 


It only takes a few more minutes for James to finish up, but it feels like hours. Jason becomes vaguely aware 
of his rhythm starting to falter and slow, his grip tightening, clutching at Jason's hips as he grunts and fills 
the condom, grinding his hips hard with the last of his release. 


James pulls out abruptly once he finishes. He ties the rubber and tosses it to the gravel with a low curse. 
Jason opens his eyes and peels his cheek off the leather seat, wet lashes fluttering. 


"Fuck," James mutters from behind him, reaching out to thumb over his asshole, "Look at you." Jason makes a 
soft huff of discomfort as James pushes in to the first knuckle, pulling him open, a stinging, fiery kind of pain. 


"You're gonna be fuckin’ sore tomorrow, jesus." 
It makes him feel small, objectified. His fingers twitch. He licks his dry lips and croaks out, "Wanna go home." 


James chuckles as if Jason's just said something funny, but he withdraws all the same, boots scraping on 
gravel as he takes a step back. "Yeah, | bet you do, baby." Jason hears the passenger door creak open, then 
slam, and then his pants and shirt are being tossed unceremoniously onto the floor beside him. "l'm done with 


you tonight. Get dressed, I'll take you back to your corner." 


Jason sniffs, wipes his clammy forehead with the back of one hand, slowly presses himself back up into a 
sitting position and reaches for his clothes. His asshole twinges. He doesn't think he's bleeding, but he won't 


really know until later; his entire lower half is numb, oversensitized, a jumble of sensory signals going nowhere. 


He pulls the tank on over his head, then pushes his feet into the skinny jeans. He has to swing his legs out of 
the car and step out onto the gravel in his bare feet to tug them up his legs, biting his lip on a wince as he 


does, fingers discreetly brushing over the right front pocket to make sure the wad of cash is still there. 
James just leans against the passenger door and watches. When Jason's done fastening his pants, James holds 
the door open for him, smoothing one hand over his back. It's jarring in its gentleness, its familiarity, a 


comforting gesture that makes Jason's skin break out into gooseflesh. 
James closes the passenger door and rounds the car. He climbs into the driver's seat and starts the engine. 


The wheels spin on the gravel, then grip, and they're gone. 


